I04              THE SILENT ISLE

remarkable instances is that of Rossetti, In the
course of tte House of Life, the dark curtam of
the exotic mood, with itsr strange odours and
glimpses, its fallen light, its fevered sense, is raised
at intervals upon a sonnet of pure transparency
and delicate sweetness, as though the weary, volup-
tuous soul, in its restless passage among perfumed
chambers, looked out suddenly from a window
upon some forest glade, full of cool winds^ and
winter sunshine, and stood silent awhile. These
sonnets will always be found to be the earlier
writings transplanted into the new setting.

I suppose it is to a certain extent a physical tiling.
It is the shadow of experience, of familiarity, of
weariness that creeps over the soul. In youth the
spirit expands like an opening rose, and things
heard and seen strike upon the senses with an in-
credible novelty and freshness, hinting at all sorts
of sweet surprises, joyful secrets, hopeful mysteries.
It is the subtle charm of youth that evaporates, the
charm that makes a young and eager boy on the
threshold of manhood so interesting, so delightful,
even though he may be inarticulate and immature
and self-absorbed. Who does not remember f rienrls
of college days,- graceful and winning creatures,
lost in the sense of their own significance, who hud
nothing, it may be, particular to say, no great intel-
lectual grip, no suggestiveness, yet moving about in
a mysterious paradise of their own, full of dumb
emotion, undefined longing, and with a deep sense
of the romantic possibilities of life, Alas, as the
days move on and the crisis delays, as life brings